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The Only Chapter | Plan To Write, So If There's Another, 
We'll All Have A Good Laugh Over This One 


As long as Jonesy could remember, the dark had been his home. Not literally, of course. The shadows were 
where he lived The background. Remaining behind the scenes. It was the way it had always been, and the way 
it most likely always would be. Though most of the people he worked with dreamt of the bright spotlights of 
the stage, he was perfectly content to stay behind. Working hard and making music from an indirect sort of 


way. 


There was nothing wrong with being a roadie; nothing shameful. But as he watched his band in front of an 
adoring crowd of thousands, Jonesy couldn't help but feel a small pang of jealousy deep in his heart. 


He was in charge of the basses and keyboards. Setting up, putting away, and tuning, all to make sure that 
Robert's instruments were ready when he needed them at any moment on the stage. It was a fairly simple job; 
just unpacking Robert's main bass of the evening and tuning up the three spares in case of an accident or a 


broken string. 


Once the basses were set up, it was time for the keyboards. Two of them, plus pedals, amps, and the bass 


pedals for when Robert needed to be playing both at the same time. It augmented the sound, so Jonesy didn't 
mind, but each night that he was bent over, plugging every single cord into the amp, he couldn't help but 
wonder how Robert could do it all. Granted, he had a fantastic band to back him up, with one of the greatest 
guitarists of the age by his side and one of the greatest drummers of all time holding up the groove. But it 
was still a lot to take care of all for one man. Bass, keyboards, and singing, usually at the same time. Not to 
mention he wrote the bulk of the lyrics he sang. 


As Jonesy watched the tour, night after night, always on the ready, he could practically see the stress lines 
growing in Robert's face. Lines growing, and he was two years younger than Jonesy himself. He was wearing 


himself down to the bone and wasn't even midway to thirty yet. 


Jonesy was watching the show with such intensity that he hardly noticed the song was winding to a close in 
front of him. The first time he did notice was when the house lights fell, shrouding the audience in brief 
darkness as they cheered. It woke him out of his daze enough that he was able to step out of the way before 
Robert crashed into him as he ran to the side of the stage. 


"Hit a peg on the fucking mic stand," he grumbled to Jonesy quietly, but hurriedly. "Can you fix it in thirty 


seconds?" 


"l'm not a miracle worker, Percy. You'll have to switch out," Jonesy murmured, already working to unplug 

Robert before the crowd got restless. The disappointment on Robert's face was clear, but he didn't argue as 
the two men worked quickly to maneuver the strap over Robert's large puff of blond hair and plug the cord 
back in, all in the complete darkness, before anyone could realize Robert had even left the front of the stage. 


The second he was back into position, Bonzo counted in his bandmates for the final number of the evening. 
Jonesy let out a breath of relief as Robert began to play. But he didn't stay still for long. Robert, ever the 
diva, always insisted on having his standard go-to for every show. He claimed the constant familiarity made 


him play better, but as far as Jonesy could tell, there was no difference. It wasn't spectacular playing, not like 


his bandmates, but it was still pretty wonderful. 


He only stood still long enough to make sure there were no problems in the replacement before he crouched 
down with the prized bass in his lap and placed his ear as close as he could to the strings without interfering 
with the quality of the sound. It only took a few plucks and a couple turns of the peg to figure out where 
Robert had bumped it and how much it was out of tune. Definitely not by much, but enough that it was 


noticeable, even to the untrained ear. Completely fixed before the first chorus arrived. 


In theory, Jonesy could probably have fixed it before Robert's absence from the stage could be noticed, but 
not when all the kids in the audience were making so much noise. Distractions made the process take a little 


longer, but Robert would be able to come back and switch again while everyone cheered for an encore. 


Which was exactly what happened. The entire band left the stage in synchronization, but only Robert went to 
his tech instead of getting a quick drink before they finished off the show. 


"You fixed it, right, Jonesy?" He asked, his eyes screaming with desperation 


“Course | did. What do you take me for, some kind of tone-deaf circus monkey?" Jonesy retorted, smiling 


proudly as he handed Robert the prized bass. 


"Two minutes, and you fixed it.” Robert chuckled and shook his head once the strap was firmly around his slim 
chest. "I can hardly hear myself think out there, and you tuned a bass perfectly, sitting two feet away from a 


stack of amps. You really are a miracle worker." 
"I just have a good ear. No real miracle about it," Jonesy shrugged 


"I beg to differ," Robert grinned as his bandmates came sauntering back from the darkness backstage; Jimmy 
clutching his guitar and Bonzo holding a pair of sticks in each hand. Whether he planned to play with four at a 
time, or just wanted a set as backups was anyone's guess. Robert joined them back on the stage before 


Jonesy had time to get his last word in. All that was left to do was chuckle at Roberts praise. 


The taller blonde may have been one of the most nit-picking divas Jonesy had ever come across during his 


time in the music business, but the two got along well. The nit-picker and the perfectionist. 


There wasn't much left to do once the band was out for the encore. Any problem that was left would get 
glossed over with a shrug. Unless a broken string occurred and the bass was rendered unplayable, Robert 


would just have to deal with whatever problem came his way. 


In a stroke of luck, there were no horrific accidents, or even minor ones. The encore went off without a hitch. 
The three members of Led Zeppelin strode off the stage soaked in sweat, but jubilant at the end of another 
great show. Jimmy and Bonzo each gave quick instructions to their own techs before jogging off to the green 
room, but Robert stayed for a few extra seconds. 


"Those strings you had on the backup, what were they?" He asked Jonesy, trying to let his voice be heard 
above the din of the crowd. 


"Pure nickel. Bit less crisp than the nickel-plated steel, but | find they sound warmer," Jonesy explained as he 
started rolling the wooden cart of basses further backstage where all the cases were lined against the wall. 
Robert followed, a few steps behind, seeming deep in thought. 


"| like em. They fit well with the sound | keep envisioning for myself. I've been trying to get it, but | think the 
answer may lay in the strings. Think you could switch ‘em around with the ones on the beauty?" 


"You want me to restring two basses before we leave?" Jonesy asked, more humour in his voice than in his 


expression. 


"If you could. | mean, it is what we pay you for and everything," Robert chuckled, leaning against the wall of 


cases once the two had arrived. 


"You pay me to deal with your theatrics and superstitions, and we both know it." 
"And because you're a miracle worker. | really like the pure nickel.” 


As much as Jonesy hated to deny it, Robert's puppy-dog face, with his stuck-out lip was a sure-fire way to 
get him to do anything, no matter how silly or taxing the task. 


"Tell you what, I'll pack these as is, bring them to the hotel, and later tonight, I'll pick up a couple more sets of 
the pure nickel strings and redo them all. Would that suit her royal highness?" Jonesy smirked. Robert was too 
delighted in the idea of having all his basses sound like the one he used that evening to even act offended. 


"You truly are a miracle worker, Jonesy!" He grinned before setting off on his way to relax in the green room. 


‘I'm the only miracle worker who would put up with your shit, and don't you forget it!" The shorter man called 


after him. He was answered only by a warm laugh. 


That evening, as promised, Jonesy had brought up all of Robert's basses to his hotel room, as well as brand- 
new sets of pure nickel strings. It was technically overtime work, but Jonesy didn't mind. He couldn't blame 
Robert for wanting to sound as good as possible, and if the only way to do so was to have his preferred 
strings, then Jonesy was happy to oblige. Happy boss, less monetary loss,; as the old adage goes. 


It was hard to think of Robert as his boss, especially since he looked like no other boss Jonesy had had before. 
Most bosses didn't wear skin-tight jeans with women's blouses for the bulk of their time, but if it was what 
Robert liked, who was Jonesy to disagree? 


The restringing was slow work, no doubt about it. Especially since they all also needed tuning before Jonesy 
could, in good conscience, put them away. Leaving work half-done was one of his biggest pet peeves, even if it 


was the work of someone else. 


The clock on the wall bragged it was nearly three in the morning when the last bass was tuned. Three in the 
morning, and the party that was overtaking the entire floor of the hotel was still going on strong. Hardly 
anyone who worked under the name ‘Led Zeppelin’ went to sleep before the crack of dawn. They didn't need to, 
as long as they were awake for setup the next day. Sleep schedules shifted on tour, and Jonesy's was no 
different, even if he didn't engage in all the party behaviors that everyone else did. He passed the time in 
other ways. Much more fruitful ways that would most likely get him fired one day, under blame of using 


company property. 


Hidden away in his suitcase was a small portable amp, used for practising. It was no bigger than the size of 
Jonesy's head, which made it easy to hide at a moment's notice. It took him a moment to rustle around 
through his luggage before he pulled it, as well as a cord, out. He plugged in the amp and turned it onto a very 
low volume, low enough that only he'd be able to hear it above the party. Pulling Robert's prized bass onto his 
lap, Jonesy slid in the plug and plucked the new strings gently to test the sound of them through the amp. 


Perfection. He settled into the sound resonating from the amp and began to jam, with only himself as the 
audience. There was no thought involved, no focus. Just playing whatever felt right. And most of it did. 


Although Robert didn't know it when he had first been hired to join him on tour, or at any point afterwards, 
Jonesy had been a studio musician. Playing whatever he could make a sound with, mixing, arranging, any 
combination, really. For fifty to sixty different projects per month. No matter what he did, his first and 
greatest love was the bass. If he couldn't find work playing them, then Jonesy decided he'd settle for simply 
working with them. He was touring the world, getting paid, and playing bass for hours a night, even if they 
didn't belong to him. It was a dream come true, even if not exactly in the way he had originally thought. 


Jonesy relaxed into the feel of playing, sighing happily with no concept of what was even around him. That is, 
until a specific blond made his presence known in the doorway by way of clearing his throat loud enough that 


Jonesy nearly jumped. 
"Shit, Robert, | thought you were-" 


| was. Wanted to check on you and see how the stringing was going. Guess its well enough" The expression on 
Robert's face was nearly unreadable. So many emotions were all present at once, except for anger. Which only 


threw Jonesy for a bigger loop and a longer bout of stammering. 
"l-I just wanted to make sure it sounded okay, which it does, by the way." 


Robert said nothing. He only walked forward just enough to spin around and land gracefully on his back on the 
bed. He wasn't looking at Jonesy; only at the ceiling, with his golden blond hair fanning out around his head like 
some sort of halo. Jonesy took the silence as a cue to put away the bass, but stopped when Robert finally 
spoke. 


"Three years ago, | told Jimmy | could handle three things at once. They were made to be handled all at once. 
But you know what, Jonesy?" 


"What is it, Percy?" 
"| can't do all three things. | can hardly do two. It affects my playing to try and sing at the same time, which 


only gets me flustered and makes me seem like a worse player than | already do compared to Jimmy and 


Bonzo." 
"You're not a bad player." 


"Never said | was. But the rest of the band will go down in history as they greatest in their field. And I'll be 
left on the sidelines as ‘that other bloke in Led Zeppelin’. | don't think my ego could handle that, Jonesy.” 


"What about getting someone else to do the bass?" Jonesy suggested, shrugging. The suggestion rendered 
Robert silent, as if he'd never thought of it before. 


"I'd still be stuck behind the keyboard. And it's not even played all the time. I'd get carried away and start 
playing around if | wasn't always busy. | don't mind switching between the two, but having to do both and sing 
at the same time is aging my face." The dejection in his voice only made Jonesy want to think harder and find 
a solution, not even as a boss, but as a friend helping a friend. 


"What about someone to handle bass and keyboards?" 


"Then they'd just replace me and get that bloke to sing," Robert sighed. "I think this is a case of me being 
fussy again" 


"This isn't fussy; its your well-being.’ Jonesy paused as an idea slowly formed. "What if | did it?" 
Robert raised an eyebrow and turned to look at his tech. "You? Do you know keyboards?" 


"| play more instruments than I'd be able to remember all at once. Keyboard included. | was a session musician 


before we met," Jonesy shrugged. A smile creeped across Robert's lips. 

"The blokes know you... You know your stuff as well as the music.. Can you sing?" 

"Not a note," Jonesy declared proudly. "No one to take your center stage away." 

| could finally move around like how I've wanted to.." Robert sighed dreamily. "| don't care what the others say. 


As far as l'm concerned, you're the fourth member of Led Zeppelin. Welcome to the family, Jonesy, you ol 


miracle worker." 


